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the heat of the Theatre had been too much for her, she said, that was all.
But I observed her frequently apply her handkerchief to her lips, and I fancied I perceived the stain of blood on it, when she withdrew it. " Poor child! " I thought, "is it so?"
She rehearsed Desdemona in a very low voice, as if speaking were painful to her. "We scarcely exchanged a word together, out of the set dialogue, in which she was scrupulously perfect; and I could only endeavor to express a silent sympathy.
When the rehearsal was over, I spoke to the manager, representing what I had observed, and venturing to say to him, that I really thought Miss Walton was too ill to continue playing thus, night after night.                                                                                              \
" But what am I to do ? " he said," she's in every piece you play; I don't know how to supply her place. To-morrow 'Wild Oats,' you know; and she's up for Lady Amaranth."
" Can't we change the play," I said ; " do Macbeth ; let your wife play Lady Macbeth, which of course she has often done; and give Miss Walton at least a night's rest."
" Very good," said the kindly manager, " be it so! I shall be glad to spare her a night."
" The night after, we can do Pizarro; you can get on without her for Cora, I dare say."
" Well, we'll try," said the manager.
So there were two nights' respite for the poor girl.
As Desdemona, she looked charmingly; but inr health, she replied that she was much better now;
